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flash with anger? Will sbe pass along
with hasty steps—seize the engraving—
box the cars of the ehild—(unconscions of
the wrong though she be) saying she nev-
er did see such a “young one,” always do-
thing she ought not to do?

cry many mothers would have pursued
such a course, but not so with Mrs, C——,
stops at the door to listen, while Allie
talks on, all unconscious ef the
of asother, “ Kiity, ain’t you
we came in the
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Choice Hiferatnce |

- first sight.* She ha@the swectest, m

or this morning, canse
Allie’s found a nice picture for you to look
will keep still, I'll tell
There's a little girl just
ike me, only she aint quite so big, snd
ber nawe is Allie, too. 8o
Alligs here! You don't  kmow, Kitty,
what that little girl is

at? Now, if
ou all about

P et

n a rabbit ; should

[¥rom Moore’s Rursl New. Sorker.] |
: THE TWO HOMES. ;
A Btory for Mothers.

“Mother,” said a girl of ten years, “I
e doune all the work you gave me—now

muy Willie and I go to Mr, Gray's 1"

“1 do wish you would keep out the way,
and stop teasing,” replied the mother, as
she gave her daughter a push which sent

her reeling against a chair.

“Why, mamma,” said Willie—a brith,
1ad

sturdy little fellow of five years—who

been busily engaged for the last hour, try-
ing to make a wooden knife for his sister

—“Why mamma, you promised we might
go to-day, and if you don™ let us, it will be
telling & wrong story.”

“Well do go along—stay an hour, and 1
hope I shall have some peace while you are

g{nlle."

“Hurrab,” said Willie, jumping up.—
“Where's my cap?! Mamma, I can’t reach
it."

“Ull warrant it—always something to
hinder me ; here take your cap and go ;"
and with the same impatient step and
frowning brow which had been seen all
that day, she passed again to her work.

Dat let us follow the children as the
lcave the house. Sarah walks along witg
a sad and tearful face—her's is a pecaliarly
scnsitive nature, and the harsh reproof so
often given is sure to-cast a shadow on her
heart—and as Willie glances up into her
{ace, rebellious thoughts arise, and his eyes
flash indignantly as he says, in a comfort-
ing tone, “I wouldn't feel bad if mamma
does scold. I shall be a big man pretty
soon, and then I'll talk right back to her,
Just as she does to us ; and when 1 get rich

l‘.lh)u“ll 1'm “ﬂlng to lu.ly a bharas and car.
riage, sud you aud pa may ride with me,

but mamma shan't, cause she aint good.—
Maybe she'll grow old sometime, and come
to live with me, just as grandma does to
onr house, and then if she talks so to us,
I'll just shut her up in the dark, wouldn’t
rou 1"

’ Little does that mother think she is sow-
ing seed in the young hearts which shall

spring up and yield a “hundred fold” of

bitt rness and sorrow,
+ » * * -

Ten years have fled—Ilet us again visit |

that dwelling. Where is now the gentle

upon her car, angry feelings beganto surge
up, until her very nature became changed,

and she had Jearned sy last to throw back} * “Indeed 1 do; and the most sprightly,
haudsome creatures that I see anywhere.—
I'd give half my fortune to see my children
with such rosy cheeks and sparkling eyes,
and to have them enjoy such a flow of
spirits as your girls possess. What is your
g ? What do you do to

the bitter retort. Sadly darkencd must be
the soul of that mother who thus wounds
and crushes the heart of the sensitive, un-
til hatred takes the place of love, and the
Livil Genius presides where once heavenly

angels loved to linger.

But we miss the brave little Willie.—
Where can our pet have flown! “In days|
of yore” Lis laughing eyes and sunny smile |
wero always the first to greet us; now we
list in vain for his coming footstep. He is
a wandercr—exiled by his mother's frowns
and irvitablencss from an otherwise pleas-

ant home.

b, wother | how great an influence thy
words, thy tones ef voice possess! Are
they harsh and visuperative ! Are those
tendey blessoms entrusted to your care
made 4o feel thoy are only a trouble and a
burden! Then murmar not, if, when the
irosts of age have whitened your locks—
when youy steps are slow and foeble ; and
all the belplessness of a second childhood

Ara gon— yeou are wosed o like woan-
ner, U nleved—uahionesed it may be—
you will godéwn in serrow to your grave.

I3ut lot us turn, kind reader, to a pleas-
anter secene. Go with me to the bhouse of
‘The mother, a pleasaot loek-
ing lady, is busily engaged with her morn-
e duties, Hardly have we entered ere
the soand of little feet is heard, and Char-
lie rusbes in.  “Mamma,” said he, “George
Lano has just the pretuiest new sled that
| ever saw-y-it is painted all over, and his
name is i:tl:fu letters on the side, and he
wants [ should go home with him and ride

Me. C

on it—may 1 go "

“Yes, my son,” is the pleasan) regly, “if
shall

want ycu then to de an errand for me.—
Here, les me tie your scarf around your
ood bey and play pleasantly
and imprinting a kiss upon
lis rosy lips, she turns again to her werk.
Bal where is little Allie—the pet of the
household t  "The mother remembers that
she has not scen her for some time. “The
little rogue is i seme misclief, I presume,.
clse she would not be so quiet , I must find
hor”  Afer looking in various places she
softly opens the Jparlor door, and there sits
her “Iittic one,” with pussy by her side,
and in her haod a beaatiful steel engraving
which she had torn from oue of the books
which adorned the centie table. We
watch with interest to note the effect up-
on the mother. Shall we see her face

vou will be baek in half an hour—

neck—be a E
with George,”

not {;n, Kittly r
“ Why, Allie,” said her mother, advan-
speaking in a kindly tone, ‘didn’t
was very naughty to tear
he will feel to
as been doing.”

you know it

what his little girl
“Allie won't do 8o no more—not a bit,”
replied the child, with a
“ Well, we will go out and see if we can-
not find something better for Allie to do,
than tear papa’s book. Can
some wood for mamma #”
quick reply, and away she bonnds, her eyes
sparkling at the thought of really doing
something to help mamma.

How it cheers the heart to enter a house-
s and kind words on-

ly are spoken. Children living under such
mflences will grow n

the heart will expa
ties develop under the
kind actions and kind words,
the echoes of your kind voice may linger
long years in the hearts of your children.
{ be soft, swee

like angel music, winni

of God and heaven? If so, then will you
be rewarded with a golden harvest. And
should the kind Father—when “ many
years” have wrought their changes, and
the eyes grow dim with watching
vent of a glorious hereafter—allow you to
gaze upon the rheusehold of yoar matural
children, they will surely call you “ bless-

uivering lip.—

ou bring
es,” is the

hold where love rei

good ard noble, for
and its nobler quali-
genial influence of

t echoes, seeming
them to the love
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FOR THE GIRLS,

BY AUGUSTA MOORE.

“ What shall T do with my girls 1" ask-
ed one merchant prince of another, as, side
by side, they rode down town in the cars.
ile and delicate that I
rpetial aipie sl ApTieky
ey don’t look as though one
of them could live to see her twentieth
yoar; doyou know what I can do to save
the others {”
“T can tell you what I think would
make sound and healthy girls of them;
but what would be the use? you would
never take my advice, which would be to
send them all into the country to live,” re-
turned his companion.

“ What do you mean, man? Do they
not all go regularly to the country every
Saratoga, Newport, and other

leasant country place or sea-beach, far

Sarah, whom every one thought so sweet| g4 near, have done all that they could for
tempered. She is there, but how changed. | family ; but I must sa

lu former years the swgry reproof would| puch in the way of benefit.
only cause a flood of tears, but as day after

day, year after year, the harsh words fell| s¢range if they had; you do mot under-

stand what I mean by the country. Don’t
you call my girls healthy t”

GOOD

“They are so fr

y that is not

“ Probably not. I should think it very

magic, Armstro
your daughters?
“ Why, every June I turn them out to
grass. 1 send them out into the real coun-
try—the farming region.
ride on horse back, and go boating, and
work out of doors as much as ever they
will, In short, I encourage them to be the
greatest romps that they can be. My two
eldest girls can manage a farm now as well
as ball the farmers. They are none of
them afraid of helping hay, or plant, or
would not par-
ticularly enjoy being obliged to do such
gs, but it is for their health and amuse-
ment, they heartily relish the fan.”

“ Why, Armstrong, my wife would think

me perfectly insane to mention such athing.
and my danghters wou

I have them

Of course, the

d consider me &
tyrant to send them away to
such a fate.”

If you would like to have them sent out
of the city next month, I will tell my girls
to manage the matter with yours. Girls,
you know, can do almost
cach other. What say, shall

arything with
e thig be

“I should be very much
could be pleasantly bLrought about,” ve-
turned Mr. Ashton, delighted at the idea.
The cars at the Park, and the gentlemen
hasted, each his separate way, to business.
But the morning’s conversation was not

gratified if it

r. Ashton did not mentien a word at
home of the subject of his wishes. Poor
man ! he knew it would be the surest way
to defeat the propesed plan.
next evening his danghters were visited by
their friends the daughters of Mr. Arm-
strong ; and befove that evening was over
the consent of Mr. and Mrs. Ashton was
gained that their girls should accompany
their young friends to the country “ to stay
‘ou choose,” said the moth-
er, “ bus I shall expect to see you back in

Bat the very

all summer if

A merry traveling party the seven girls
wade; apleasant journey was theirs to the
es and Sarah Arm-
strong took Ada Ashton with them, while
Grace and Carrie Ashton boarded
| They  were made cheerfully welcome by

place of farme.
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the honest farmers, and eat with'keen relish. sure the m mneh.-o{—.t'l_lﬁ'ﬂm condition

of the 8

provided for them.— | of h and spirits toyyour motharly care.

The Ashton girls owned that they had net| My dear Mrs. Stone, ~shall we ever

felt so hungry for a year.

 “We will puta different color on those

thank you ?”
sending them to me every Summer,”

pale cheeks, my little dears,” saidthe pleas- | was lge smiling reply.
Ap

ant Mrs, Stone, the wife of the farmer
where Julia and Carri :_B_r%("}o board.—

pleasant visit soon puﬁd. and then
the Ashtons all took leave of their dear

The girlsfell in 'va‘iéiﬁ[gn.’ﬂtbn’é at|friends, and retarned to the city.

{1 "«We shall all be back next Summer,”

pial face in the world, 4nd ' hér voice was|cried Carrie, waving her handkerchief to
as pleasant -gs-her-conntenance. Ab,she|her “beloved foster-mother,” as she called
was & charming and admirable woman.— | Mrs, Stone. In saying so she tried to find
No wonder the girls loved her as soon as{eomfort for the present parti

they saw her.

ng.
“We shall all be ¥sck next Summer,”

“I am gure you. ,wﬁrr-sood,m’n;.,-ﬂm the girls; and Ada and Julia kept
ﬁ I

9P

soon they were in dreams. Mean-
while the other members of the party were
equally pleased with their reception. and
accommodations.

“How many girls want to see splendid
sunrise ¢” eried the next morning the voice
of a man, standing at the foot of the stairs.

“It is Mr. Stone,” cried Grace, leaping.
at the same moment from dreamlaud and

from bed. “Jump into anything, girls, and.

hurry down. We will carry a towel and
wash at the brook.”

“Wait ! we are all coming,” called Flor-
ence, opening the door a little.

“Well | hurry, for I can’t wait long.”

In three minutes the troop was at Mr.
Stone’s heels, and away they went afield ;
the four girls hastened like young ducks to
the fresh, running water, and happy and
rosy they looked when they stoo %y the
farmer’s side,

_ﬁie gazed admiringly at them, smiled and
said—

“You are pretty creatures—all of yo
God bless yog 1 d 5 s

The sun rose in all his majesty, and af-
ter seeing him safely above the horizon,
and then taking a good scamper across the
fields, the girls returned, hungry as bears,
to the house. Mr. Stone was there before
them, and the table was spread with an in-
viting breakfast. After doing justice to
Mrs. Stone’s bounteous fare, the girls ran
to feed the poultry, and hunt for the eggs..
This was new work for the Ashton girls,
but it delighted them greatly. They were
joined by the other members of their party,
and had a regular jumping match in the

barn. Then they all went into the kitchen, |

and picked over dried fruit and greens for

dinngr.: dduter-tre ASATONS We e 80 Treu |

out that they were glad to go to bed. But
every day they grew hungrier and stronger,
and wilder also; and before they had been
a month in the country they were, as Ada
said, “good as new.”

Rainy days they spent in writing to their
parents, or in helping the farmers’ wives
make rag carpets or mats. Time never
hung heavy on their hands. There were
plenty of books, magazines, and papers to
read ; and then the boys (who were nearly
men) were always ready for story-telling
and riddles. Those boys were fine fellows,
and very agreeable companions, but it is
not worth while to say much about that.
There was a “boy” at college—Mr. Ed-
ward Stone, strangers called him, but they
all called him “Ed,” at home. He was at
home a week, and the girls were not sorry,
but it isn’t worth while to say much about
that, either.

Miller was the name of the family where
the other three girls boarded. There were
several “boys” there too.

* B * * * *

“Well, Armstrong,” said Mr. Ashton to
his friend, on finding himself again seated
beside him in a down town car, “my young
ones are so in love with the country that
I can’t get them home. Carrie actually
pleads for permission to live with good Mrs.
Stone, whom she calls the best woman in
the world, and better than her own moth-
er. Your rustic friend must be a remark-
able. woman, hey?”’

“She is, Ashton. A more agreeable per-

son it would be hard to find. All my girls:

love her very much. What is your haste
to recall your family? ’Tissickly here yet.
Let them remain until October.”

“Oh, I can’t get aloug any longer with-
out them ; the house is like a tomb and I
must have them back next week.”

Baut the girls, -accustomed to have their
own way, flatly refused to come unless their
parents both went for them. “We want
you to knw these best of people, especially
Mrs, Stone,” they wrote ; “and we want you
to get at least one good long smell of the
delicious air of this place.”

Mr, and Mrs. Ashton complied with the
desire of their children, and one day, at
sunsed they stood at the gate of farmer
Stone’s commeodious house.”

Who were the rosy girls that sprang to

meet them ? surely not their thin, delicate

dau%btera!

“Oh! father, oh! mother—we are so
ad! Comein! come in! Mrs. Stone!
rs. Stone! here are father and. mother!”

cried the girls, and then Grace and Julia

porch, and instantly re-
turned, dragging in the blushing and fint

rushed into the

tered looking lady of the house.
She had never appeared more charmi

in her life than she did then, with his chil-
dren clinging about her and contending

with each other who should say mest in

her praise. So thought Mr. Ashton, as he
looked upou “Mary,” his sweetheart of the
olden time, and knew her at the first glance.

“And is it so?” he said, as he took her
plomp band, and pressed it wa:mrl‘i‘.i Mary

understood him, but ne one else

All the girls were- there, and there was
no hearing one’s own ears. Presently Mrs.
Stone cleared them all out, to allow Mur.
and Mrs. Ashton to take their supper in

peace.

than ever we |their word, but Carrie forgot her promise.
%’ at home al- '

J&uﬂﬁ% ere aml%;%m? o Tof
early to their rooms. Sweet, white-washed

rooms, fragrant with flowers and “clean
odors. The snowy beds invited them, and

. The next Summe:

came, and Carrie’s
sl the conntry; but
ey Ic ¥ie sleeping and
white, in their family tomb. She had not
been in the city three weecks ers a fever
laid her low, and in & #eek more she was
dead; and they laid hef by the side of her
alegz:’:g sisters. ;

Stone wept when she greeted Ada
and Julia. Her deares pet was not there.
Summer after Summer the two sisters
Lcame to reside, d several months, with
Mrs. Stone ; and at last Ada returned to
the city no more, excipt as a visitor, for
one of those “boys” had prevailed on her
'to. remain and take et:?on herself the care
of him. Julia settled in the city, near her
parents, but she, too,getrified, that is, turn-
ed to.“Stone,” by means of the “boy” that
went to College.

B0
The Three Maxims,

I shall never forget the interesting his-
tory which a soldier of the Empire related
to me: P

“An old soldier, abott to quit his regi-
ment, went to bid his Captain adieu.”
“Well, my brave,” said the Captain to
him, “you are going toleave us; you are
about to change the life of a soldier for that
of the citizen. As this career will be new
to you, my esteem and friendship, which
are due to your good conduct, induce me
to offer you some advice before yon depart;
and if you will submit to my conditions,
into the motives of which you are not now

to inquire, you shall have no cause to re-

pent my advice. How much money have

yw ?“‘

“I have only three louis d’or (nearly fif-

teen dollars) Captain, and some franes to

pay my expense{s.” '
“Very well, give me the louis d’or, and
will give you three counsels.”

“The state x
I ..-:og.. te moL m ﬁnanc_%ender_éga,

to prove my confidence in you, I consent.”
Saying this, the soldier handed his three
louisd’or, all his fortuue, to the Captain.
“My friend,” said the Captain, “remem-
ber well, and put inte practice these three
maxims :
MAKE YOUR ROAD STRAIGHT
NEVER MEDDLE WITH THE BUSINESS OF OTHERS ;
REMIT TILL TO-MORROW YOUR ANGER.

Now await me here a few moments.”
During the Captain’s absence, the old
soldier remained pensive, repeating to him-
self, “make your path straight ; never med-
dle with the business o others; remit till
to-morrow your anger. Verv wise, assured-
ly! well worth three lonis d'or; but yet it
is a great pity they were all my fortune!”
Some minutes after, the Captain retarn-
ed, and giving his friend a little roll, ex-
acted a promise from him, that he wounld
not open it till the moment of his greatest
happiness. Thenshaking hands, and press-
ing the soldier to his breast, with a friend-
ship characteristic of the French, this old
companion-in-arms bid him adien.

The soldier b gan his journey. H“inﬁ
joined a traveling companion, they arrive
at a place where the road separated into
two branches, both of which however, met
at the same point; one, apparently the
more easy, turned to the right, whilst the
other, a little inclining to one side, was a
continuation of the main road. They were
deliberating which route to take, when the
soldier, remembering the maxim, at once
concluded, saying:

“I am going to make my road straight.”
“And Ig,” said his companion, “prefer the
most easy rounte.”

But it happencd that this easy route
traversed some dangerous forests, and, the
uext day, the soldier learned that his trav-
elling companion had been assassinated.—
I assare you that he now appreciated the
maxim which hadied :ln to m tll:p
safe road, and he no longer is
t.hreems d’or; but thad%o:l, in the sincer-
ity of his heart, his ptain,

yThe next day he f:iéed at the Innof a
small village, where he was advised to pay
a soldier’s visit to the lord ol:' the t::lm
who took great pleasure in hospitably en-
tertaining the n{dan who passed through

the place.

Ii: was very politely received, assured
that he was welcome, and invited to the ta-
ble of the lord
Bat strange to tell! in the midst of the
repast, a lady clothed in black, with humble
step and downcast eyes, approached, and
tooiaseat. at the table; this lady, one
of the mnoblesse, a French-woman, drank
from,a human skull! The soldier did not
even. seem. to. notice it, and the cenversa-
tion: continued-as before. He wasnone the
less-curious to learn the reasom of this ex-
- conduet; but the important
service which the maxime had render-
ed him, in inducing lwm to select the safe
road, made him. practice the sesond ; never
meddle with the business of others.

After supper, the lady having alread
left her seat, the lord of the house, ad-
dressing the soldier, regarded him atten-
tivelii and said:

“ My friend, you are uot an ordinary
man ; for one of the strangest of scenes
has been presented to your eyes, and you
have not even to remark it."”

“My girls are all recreated; and I am| “ My lord,” replied the soldier, “ itis one
- I

affairs of another.”’

vaults,

the two visitors !

who have not had your discretion. I sat-
isfied their curiosity, and death alone could

let me beg you to accept with my esteem,
this purse.  You can dwell here as long as
you please, or, to-morrow, if you prefer,
you can continue your journey.”
Conceive, if it is possible, the emotions
of the old soldier! I should not be sur-
prised, if during that night, even in his
sleep, he could nothave been heard repeat-
ing “never meddle with the business of oth-
ers.”
On the morrow, he resumed his route,
and the rest of his journey passed happily.
He, at last, arrived at his cottage, where

home from which he had been so long ab-
sent. Without knocking, he entered ; but,
alas, what a reception! A young stranger,
neither more nor less than a priest, was
tenderly embracing his wife !

hand—Remit till to-morrow your anger—
causing him to lower the muzzle of his gun
and sadly to lower his head. His jealousy,
however, was not of long duration ; for the

youth by the good pastor of the village,
who had attended to his studies, he had
recently been ordained to the ministry, and

It is surely the time to open the roll.
had scarcely opened the roll, when a play-

general joy, skipped after something bright

was the three louis d’or, which the grood
captain had hidden there!” G.IL T.

From the Conductor,
The Result.

It seems many years ago, when I stood
upon the green bank just in front of the
school-house of our little village, in the
beautiful valley of Virginia, but it has not
been long. Scarce ten years have rolled
by, since the time I speak of: but oh, what
a change has occurred since then!

There was another stood there with me;
he was much older than I; he had seen
some of the world and engaged in its dis-
sipations. _He had just finished telling me
of a “spree” he had had in Richmond, the
metropolis of our beloved State, where he
had resided for some time. He spoke of
the drinking saloons, of the bar-rooms, of
the theatre, and other places.

“How could you engage in such things?”
exclaimed I, after listening to his recital.
“Oh | you see, I do not do this often, and
it revives one—puts some life into him—to
get on a jolly like that every once in a
while.”

“Bat, if Mary was to find out that you

had done it once, would she not fear the
result?”’

our jollies that all young men will have,
and wounld say nothing about it; and, be-
sides, there is no fear of any evil resalt.”
“There is great fear, Charley ; and if she
but knew of 1t, it would make her fear—
make her look forward, because she has
felt the evil before.”

“Well, say nothing about it this time,
and T will Rromise never to indulge to ex-

cess

my story, to tell that Charley H was
at the time betrothed to one of the loveliest
women of our village—not beautiful in
face and form was she, but beaatiful—love-
ly in her manners, actions, words. She de-
lighted to be engaged in alleviating the

gun of the suffering, of cooling the heated

the poor, and speaking words of encour-

ble bearing and frank manners. He had
then come to bear her away as his bride;

they would not be so happy as they bid
for, and as I took leave of him, I said—
“Remember, Charley, the result.”
“No danger,” he replied, as he guil
leaped into the carriage and disappear
- * % % w *

I often wondered what had

% Brave man,” said the lord, “ I see that
I can put confidence in you, and that you
are a man of honor; follow me, and see
what your discretion has been worth I"—
Then he conducted him into the castle

Bat, oh ! horror! The pale and flick-
ering light of the torch was reflected on all
gides of this gloomy place by mouldering
skeletons, which its flickering seemed to.
animate, and which appeared to menace!

“My friend,” resumed the lord, “the.
lady in black, whom youn saw drinking from.
the human skull, is the mistress of the
chatean, my wife, whom I have condemn-

ed to drink at my gable from that skall of| “Itis.him!" and you see how dnl:ged 1
ber paramour whom I slew. Thesc are| asthen.”

the bones of those travellers, who have
been witnesses of what you have seen, but

screen me from its consequences. Your
discretion has saved yourlife ; and besides, | ground; I had him raised up, and convey-

had preceded his father to the humble | Di
hoglzne of his childhood only a few moments, | father and the sons. Ever since his con-
80 ,}&ﬂmﬁm hthe
minds of the peasantry, exclaimed : “When |rebuked the waning zeal of others better

shall there be a moment of greater joy #— able to spare the time and make sacrifices
*" He |than he.

“She would know that it was but one of

I had forgotten in the commencement of

row of the fever-tossed victim, of visiting

ement to the suffering. Such was the
:%ma.n whose love he had won by his no-

and God knows we prayed that their lives
might be happy ones. But, after learning
his history from his own lips, I feared that

Some years rolled by, during which time

L heard from. Charley often ;. but then his
letters grew short ands far between, and at
last-ceased entirely, and L lost si%::’gf him.
me- of |

him. He had left Richmond and gone,no |
one knew where. [ heard of him as being

., Grasios, Sysicis > §ovi 711 By
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of my principles never to meddle with. vhe

'::f in%his‘.’;!'ownwlﬂd course untiLiLm un-

e for his employers te i er,

and he was dh&:ryged fronair holﬁ:es
Eyen I had almost forgotten him, when,

one eveming, as I was walking along the

principal streetof one of our Northern cities,

I heard my name called ; and om trying to

see who it was that had thus hailed me, I

saw a pale, haggard being making towards

me. He came up and asked :

“Are you not—— "

I told bim that was my name, when he

asked again,

“Do you not remember me i”

I replied in the ive.

“De you not remember Charley H——1"

“My God !"isit possible !” 1 exclaimed

almost involuntarily.

am now ! I amnot the Charley I w

“But, Mary " I asked.

“Alas ! she has gone to her long home
killed! xiLLep!! K&ED'I’! ''by me. I
was her murpEreRr !” and the poor man,
overcome by his feelings, sank upon the

ed to a hotel ; and as soor as he revived, I
learned from him his whole history, from
the time he left R., which was one of mise-
ry, suffering, and evervthing buat death it-
selff. It would be uselessto recount it
here, as it has been told thousands of times
by others.

Iv two days more I, alone with the un-
dertaker, lLoried the remains; and now
that he is no more, perhaps his history will

serve as a warning to others, and make them
fear the terrible resuLr.

Ricamoxnp, Va,, July, 1859.
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Ten Dollars for Initiation.
“For initiation into the Order of the

With the decision of an old soldier, he | Sons, I have paid two dollars each for my
raised his musket and a ball wonld soon |three sons, my sen in law and myself, and
have pierced the heart of the unfortunate|have always seen. to it, that the weekly
priest, had not a thought, traversing his|dues have been kept paid in advance.” So
mind like an eleetric shock, arrested his|said a grey haired patriarch, whose words

have shown that he had rather pay ten-
fold that amount, than that cme of those
lovely sons should ever “tarry at the wine.”
Although living four or five miles from the

priest was his own son! Adopted in his | place of meeting, almost entirely dependent

upon the labor of their own hands for sup-
port, yet seldom does his double-seated
buggy fail to pay its weekly visits to the

vision, bearing its precious freight, the

This, reader, is the proper spirit. And

ful kitten, which wished to partake of the | what if the boa:om of every father in the
land were animated by it? How long,
which fell from the roll upon the floor—it think you, before the monster vice would
be banished from our borders? We all
know the power of a father’s influence—
How perfectly natural for his boys to fol-
low his example, and how natural for them
to tread intis footspeps in the Division

room, the experience of all has seen. And

there are many fathers in every communi-

ty, who should enrol themselves among
the champions of Temperance, if for no

other reason, for the sake of their precious

80NA,

shafts of the destroyer. His convictions of
right and duty—his seuse of responsibility
bo country and religion, and the sacred in-

fluences of the domestic circle, may shield

him from tcmptation and chain him to so-
briety. But what security has he for &is
sons? The father more than the son,finds
his little world under bis own roof. There
is something in the ardorand warmth of

youth, that makes it long for society, and

renders them peculiary valnerable totemp-
tation. And it is lJamentable that there is
a principle of combustion in their geunial
natare, easily ignited and inflamed by the
fires of alcohol. And no lawful reason
should be left untried to.gnard them from
those fearfal consequences. How much bet-
ter can it be done, than for the father to lead
the way into the sober world in miniature §
Thus saying by this example, “this is the
way, walk ye m it.”

Who can tell what a world of untold
miseries a father's influence may prevent 1
From how many heart-aches may he save
that lovely daughter. he has given to an-
other! How many days and nights enjoy-
ment of her husband's society has he se-

cured to her, by inducing him to spend a
few moments -«um Divisionroom !

Nor does he sim: do?od drying up
the stream ohorl:lo’w “which ‘z togh .
wise overwhelm the soul, but has se-
cured positive satisfaction to many—be-
sides himself and others.

We know that. every father who has
the heart of a man. feels deeply solicitous
for the children God has given bi And
there is no joy, than te-see his
“children walking in. the truth” Where
his sons are virtuons, sober,industrious and
beloved, his heart lesps for joy, and he is
repaid for all his.sacrifices and toil. She
that bears the sacred name Mother—en-
shrines such sons in her heart of hearts,
and sends it gratefuily, and tearfully to hea-
ven’s throne, in.their. -
Proudly their sisters. lift up their eyes
as they lean upon their arms, gratefally
for such as those. The country looks to
such Eth i{:inadence, assured. that they
may be relied upon in any emergency.—
The Church beilzlodn. with holy hope, that
when the toilsome soldier of the cross has
been gathered to his reward, these shall
fill their places, and carry forwasd she Sa-
viour's cause. And when the heart sur-
renders itself to Christ

“The angels in their songs rejoice,
And cry behold. he prays.”

dissipated—recklessly so. He bad gone

necessary to bea consistent, zealous “Son,”

I have given false pames here; but)
all that he esteemed most dearly awaited | many in the little village of B——, in the |

him. His heart beat, for he had placed | Valley of Virginia, well know who Char-
his foot upon the threshold of that dear|ley and Mary are. W. 8. R.

< ne and C Bas oft |

The father may be secare from the|

Who weuld not make the little sacrifices

for the sake of results Tike ‘these? Es
peelalr? when to be a “Sen” isits own
reward, even if such results shiould not fol-
low. Bat why shoull itmot. beset It
bas been so in many instances, and will be
80 in many more. The cause noeds the
wisdom and experience of matare age to
temper the ardor and entbusiasm of vouth.
The welfave of the yonug demandsit.” And
by every cousideration; we would urge the
fathers io our land to lead the way in this
moral enterprise.—S. C. Son of Temper-

ance.

-

m @irl—Power of the Bible.

Alittle girl had been attacked with a
severe pain in the head, which ended in
blindness, She was taken to an emigent
oculist, who pronounced her incarable.—
She wished to know what the dector had
said about her state, and her mother told
her. “ What, mother!” exclaimed the
child, “am I never more to. see the sum,
nor the beautiful fields, nor you my dear
mother, nor my father! Oh! how shall I
bear it " She wrung her bands, and w
bitterly. Nothing seemed to yield her the
slightest comfort till' her mothen, taking a

ket Bible from the table, placed it in
ter hands. “ What is this, mother ¥ in-
quired the disconsolate . listle girl. “ 1t is
the Bible, my child.” Immediately a seore
of its most consolatory _panaios preseated
themselves to her mind. She paused,
turned her poor, benighted cyeballs toward
the ceiling, while am angelic expression
piayed on ber countenance, and then, as if
filled with the holy Spirit, breathed forth
In an  impassioned, but searcely sadible
whisper—* Thy will b déne om-earth asit

is in Heaven 2”7

A Lessox ox Trusr ix Gon.—When
Balstrode Whitclock was about to embark
as Cromwell’s envoy te Sweden, in 1733,
he was much distarbed in mind as he res-
ted in Harwich on the preceding night
which was very stormy, while he reflected
on the distracted state of the nation. It
happened that a confilential servant slept
in an adjacent bed, who .finding that his
master could not sleep, said :

‘Pray, sir, will you.give me leave to ask
you a guestion ?*

‘Certainly.’

‘Pray, sir, don’t you think Gedegh derned
the world very well befose you came %o it.!

‘Undoubtedly.

‘Aud_pray, sir, dont: you: think he will
govern it quite as welli when ysu are gone
out of it §"

‘Certainiy.'

- -
it as long as you are in it ¥’

To this question Whitelock had nothing

to reply, bat,turning about, sconfell asleep,
till he was summouned to embark. '

——— - _——

A Fragraxt Breara—The followin
s a good domestic receipt for a highly
scented ticctare to perfume the Lreath :

Take either white wine, sach as sherry,
or any alcoholic spirit, a quarter of a pint;
broken cloves and grated nutmegs of each
one drachm (one eighth.of an ounce ;) cin-
namon, a qaarter of av ocuuce; place all
these dry substances into the vine;or spir-
its, in a half-pint bettle, and lot: them stand
together for several days, agilating them
every night and morning to accelerate the
tinctaration, for at least a week. Then
strain off the tincture through linen to gev
it right. Then add aboat ten drops of otto
of lavender, and if you cau afford i% five
to ten drops of alto.of rese also. Al
the receig;-i; complete without it, yet thi
latter substance greatly improves the for-
mula.” A few drops of this tincture put on
to a lump of sugar.and masticated, wilk
sceot the breath. It may also be used with,
advantage on the teeth-brush, in lieu of
tooth-powder, or, mixed with water, it can
be used a8 a gurgle. Hither way will pro-
cure a “ of flowers.””

Asout Evss.—A noted ‘writen aays that
a woman with hazel eyes-never elopes from
ber husband, never chats scandal, never aa-.
crifices her husband’s comfort for her own,,
never finds fault, never talks too much or
too little, always is an entertaining, agree-
able and lovely ecreature. “T;f% Dever
kuew,’ says an editor, ‘but.one uni ti
and unamiable woman with a hazel eye,
and she had a vose which, lecked, as the
Yankee says, “like the little end of nothing
whittled to a point.” The grey is the sign
of shrewdness and taleut. Great thinkers.
aud captains have it. In woman it indi-
cates a better head than heart. The dark
hazel is noble in its significance as in its
beauty. Theblack eye, take care! Look
out for the wife with a black eye! Such
can be seen almost daily at thoPolict&l-"-
fice, generally with a complaint against the
husband for assault and battery.
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amount of cotton seed and &?ﬁ
m;‘& bales at w‘l,l;" “lo.the bala,

. at 500 lbs, to.the s
1,800,000;000-Tbs. of fibre, the sottonseed of
which would be 3,960,000,000; Ibs. or 1,980;-
000 tons ; 8,960,000,000dbs. is equal to 1,980,
000,000 1bs. of kernel, which will mﬂ
120,000 gallons of oil, and 762, 500 tons._of
oil cake. Value 87,120,000 gallons of oil st
$1 per gallon, $87, 120;000; 762, 300.tens of
o1l cake, at $25 per ton, $19, 057,000, To-

tal, $106,177%,000.

Perhaps it would be well' to. makea note of
it.

Grear Sasany.—The Hon. Delazon Smi

y the Legislature recocious
Dehmnwmm?ulmb-j-t_ﬁ
enteen days, for which valuable services be .
pocketed the compensation of $10,000, of
which $7,000 was for mileage.

A SwmsbLe. Rivett, of North Oar-
o'ina, who arrived in Phi ia, from New
York on. Friday night, was wed from the
city by two sharpers, was taken out to Fair-
mount on Saturday evenin anﬂ

out of $524 by the “‘ball and safe” game.




